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Author's Notes: 
This bunny pounced a while ago and wouldn\'t leave me the Hell alone until | gave it a shot. Thanks, Fiendy and 
Andy, for the help with Nicko. 


Tico sighed and drained his glass. If anyone asked him, he wouldn't be able to tell you where he was. Which 
hotel, which city, which state.Hell, he'd be hard pressed to tell you which country he was in 


"Don't much care what you give me, long as it'll get me drunk. Hullo, this seat taken?" 
"No, it's - holy shit." 

"What?" 

"You're Nicko McBrain" 


"Certainly am. Least | was last time | checked. That was a while ago, though, so maybe l've switched. Could 


very well be Eddie right now, | suppose. ‘Kin Hell, who do | have to blow to get a drink around here? Where's 
that damn barten - ah, here we are. Wasn't serious about blowing you, friend, sorry to get your hopes up. 
What's your name?" 

Tico blinked, his brain taking a few minutes to catch up with the speed of Nicko's babbling. "Uh, l'm Ti-" 
"Wait! Don't tell me." 

"But you asked." 


"I say lots of things. Don't tell me, | know you. Well not know know, we've never met, but - bloody Hell, you're 


someone, you are." 

"my _u 

"Sh! | said don't tell me, don't you listen?" 

Tico wasn't sure whether to be amused or irritated. He'd come down here to be alone, get away from the loud 
drunken partying of his bandmates and far too many groupies. But this wasn't loud for the sake of loud, this 
was loud because he just didn't appear to give two shits. 

"Bon Jovi." 


"Huh?" 


"Bon Jovi. Livin on a Prayer. Cowboys and steel horses and all that. That's you. Well, not just you, but you're 


one of ‘em. Christ, which one?" 
"I'm the - " 


"Don't tell mel I'll get it. Where's the bartender, we'll die of dehydration any minute now. Bon Jovi, yeah. Not the 
guitarist, he's got a prettier face." 


"Thanks." 
"No poodle on your head, so you're not Jon or the keyboardist. Hold out your arm. Christ, the service here's 
bloody awful. How'm | supposed to get smashed if | have to wait three hours between rounds? Anyway, yes. 


Your arm." 


Tico just stared at him. Nicko sighed and grabbed his arm, pushing up his sleeve and inspecting the forearm, 
jerking his head away as the bartender walked by. 


"Bartender! Yes, you. Fill us up, we're fucking parched over here. You think we'd get better service if | did blow 


‘im?" 
"| - uh - con | have my arm back?" 


"What? Oh, yes. Here, enjoy. You're the drummer, you've got the wrists for it. That'd make you - thanks, love. 
Bottoms up" He drained half the glass before setting it back on the bar. "The drummer. Yes. Tico, right?" 


"Nice work, detective." 


"Much more fun than asking and getting told. Somethin’ to keep us entertained while we wait for the godawful 
slow drink service. Speaking of." He finished the rest of his drink, looking expectantly at Tico. "You gonna drink 


that or just let it ferment for a few more hours?" 
Tico raised his eyebrows and lifted his glass, watching Nicko while he drank. 


"Kin great to meet another drummer. Someone | can feckin' talk to." Tico took another drink, swallowing the 
urge to make a comment about how it didn't seem to matter who he was talking to; he seemed like the kind of 
guy who wouldn't notice if he was talking to a wax sculpture. "Nothin against me mates, you understand, just 
no one quite gets drumming but drummers. Everyone else gets worked up and fights like they're confrontin’ 
their mum's murderer. We don't do that, just beat it all out on the stage. That's the way to do it, | say. None 
of this bickering and ~'kin Hell, where's the bartender? Doesn't do me any good to drink if | keep sobering up 
now, does it? S'pose | could just drink slow like you. What was | saying? Drumming, yes. Hell of a job. Hey bloke, 
you think we could get a few more drinks over here? Ke-nis7, if this were a desert and we were counting on 


you to hydrate us we'd be dead by now." 


Tico's head was swimming. He'd caught something about drumming, and someone's dead mother, and the desert. 


Holy Jesus, but this man could talk. 
"Don't talk much, eh?" 
"Even if | did, | wouldn't have been able to get a word in" 


Nicko laughed, a big booming guffaw that somehow managed to echo around the crowded bar, and slapped Tico 
so hard on the back he would have fallen off his stool if he weren't leaning on the bar. 


"Kin Hell, you're alright, mate." 


They talked. Well, Nicko talked (and talked, and talked, and talked..). Tico listened as much as he could, every now 
and then managing to retain a sentence fragment that may or may not have made sense. When he could 
squeeze a word in edgewise, he did, more often than not prompting another giant laugh and another slap on the 


back. He was fairly certain he was going to have a massive bruise by the time the night was over. 


Little by little, people filtered out of the bar, until it was just the two drummers and the bartender. He cast a 


couple of glances their way, hoping they'd notice soon that it was well past closing. He'd stopped serving them 
hours ago, but neither seemed to notice. The last time he'd informed a pair of burly temperamental rock stars 
it was time for them to leave, it hadn't been pretty, so he just stood in the corner and wiped down glasses. 
"Kin Hell, where'd everyone bugger off to?" 

"Uh," Tico glanced at his watch, "it's four in the morning. | think everyone's sleeping.” 

'Ke-rist, is it really? Bloody Hell. Where's the time go, eh? | bet this poor bloke's waitin’ for us to get our no- 
good arses out of here so he can get home to bed. Four am, really? Well, I'm not done talking - " Tico had the 
feeling he was never done talking, but he didn't say anything " - so how ‘bout joining me upstairs?" 

Nicko let his hand rest on Tico's leg, just above his knee. It was a light touch, the kind of thing he could explain 
away as a friendly gesture, but the question in his eyes had nothing to do with friendly anything. Tico 
understood, and hesitated for a minute. It had been a long time since he'd been with a guy, especially one he 


barely knew. But he had been getting a little bored with women lately, and old habits die hard. 


He smiled and shifted so Nicko's hand slid up further, resting his own hand on top of it. Christ, those were 


massive hands. 
"Sure, that'd be great." 


Nicko grinned and dug out his wallet, tossing a few bills on the table. Tico stood up, and Nicko's eyes went wide 
as he stood up. 


"What?" 
"Thought you were taller.” 
‘Careful, or I'll bite your nose off" 


Another big booming laugh, and an arm wrapped around him. Nicko's hand covered his whole shoulder and then 


some. 
"Kin Hell, | knew I'd be glad | sat next to you." 


Tico was being swallowed alive. Nicko's mouth and hands were everywhere at once, his body completely 


covering Tico, enveloping him in heat and softness and touching every inch of him at once. 


He arched his back, needing more, groaning as his cock rubbed against Nicko's, precome slicking both of their 


hard shafts. Nicko growled and nibbled on his neck, hands toying with his nipples, then sliding down his chest, 


mouth moving to his ear as a hand cupped his balls. Fuck, fuck, fuck, those fingers. The other hand wrapped 
around his cock and he went blind for a minute, turning his head and fumbling for Nicko's lips, sucking his 
tongue into his mouth and sliding his own tongue against it. 


Nicko indulged him, but only for a minute, then he was off again. Christ, he fucked exactly like he talked. Tico 
cried out and thrust up as Nicko's tongue found the head of his cock, hands caressing his thighs, then sliding 
back up to his nipples, then down his stomach and over his sides. Fuck, the hands were almost enough to tear 
his attention away from that tongue. Almost Nothing would have been enough to distract from the hot 
wetness flickering against his cock, licking up the precome, then lathing his balls, then back up to tease along 
the shaft, never staying anywhere quite long enough. 


Tico yelped and jerked away when two fingers found their way down around his ass to tease against his 
opening, and Nicko sat up. 


"Something wrong?" 
"| - I've never been - " 


Nicko grinned and leaned forward. "Oh-ho, | got me a virgin" He kissed Tico, hands still gently roaming his body, 


sliding down once more to toy with his asshole. 


"If you want me to stop, | will. But you have to say so in the next ten seconds, or l'm jus' gonna go right 


ahead." 

Tico hesitated, Nicko moving down to lick and suck at his neck, still teasing lightly at the tight ring of muscle. 
"Five..four..three..two..” 

"Okay. Hts okay." 

Tico could feel his grin, one more kiss against his neck and then he was gore, digging in his bag. Tico closed his 
eyes, trying to get his breathing under control and stop his hands from trembling. He jumped a little when 


Nicko slid back over him. 


"Calm down, Teek. I'll be gentle." He kissed him, moving his hips to rub their cocks together, grinding against him 
as he relaxed. Tico groaned when Nicko pulled away. 


"Roll over on your stomach, love, easier for you that way." 


Tico rolled over, Nicko sliding a pillow under his hips. He moaned softly as Nicko licked along his crack, stopping 
at his entrance. Ooh, that was nice. Nicko's tongue flickered against the tight ring, hands sliding up to massage 
his cheeks. Tico sighed and relaxed into the sensations, cock surging against the sheets at the insistent prodding 


of that tongue. 


He tensed up again when he heard a cap open, then felt a slick finger pressed against his hole. 


"Relax, relax." Nicko rubbed his lower back in circles, slowly pushing his finger in. Tico groaned and tensed, 
reflexively trying to force it out, but Nicko just kept rubbing his back, easing the finger in all the way and 
pausing to let Tico relax. 


He started moving his finger in small circles, loosening Tico up, probing around. Tico swore and nearly leapt off 
the bed as a flash of intense pleasure shot through him, then another one. Nicko grinned and started thrusting 
in and out, making sure to press against his prostate on every inward thrust. Tico thrust his hips, moaning 
desperately, cock throbbing as he rubbed it against the pillow. He barely noticed Nicko pushing a second finger 
in - a slight burn, a little added pressure, but nothing he couldn't handle. 


And fuck, it felt good He actually whimpered when Nicko pulled out, pushing his hips back for more. Nicko 
chuckled, the cap opened again, Tico held his breath. 


Nicko pushed in slowly, Tico's breath catching in his throat at the pain. It was intense, burning pressure, 

shooting up his spine. He couldn't breathe, couldn't move, couldn't make out what Nicko was saying over the 
sensation. He felt balls against his ass, then that pleasure raced through him, overtaking the pain. Nicko slid 
out, then eased back in, groaning, those massive hands holding Tico's hips, pulling him back slightly. The pain 
lessened every time he pushed back in, until it was just that searing pleasure coursing through Tico's body. 


"Oh God - fuck, Nick, that's - oh, oh God - " 


He thrust back to meet Nicko's strokes, coaxing him to move faster, fuck him harder, occasional flashes of 


pain mixed in among the pleasure just intensifying it. 
"Tico - oh, ‘kin Hell, that's tight - fuck, oh fuck - " 


Nicko thrust harder, pistoning his hips, the room filling with the sounds of flesh on flesh. Tico arched his back 
and thrust harder, low groans ripped from his throat every time Nicko brushed his prostate. Nicko slid a hand 
around, those long fingers curling around his cock, Tico crying out as he tried to thrust back onto Nicko's cock 


and into his hand at the same time. 


"Nick - Nick - NICKO!" His body tensed, muscles tightening, the feeling of his muscles clenching around Nicko 
intensifying his orgasm. Nicko shouted and spurted into him, the hot rush inside him pushing Tico's orgasm on, 


coming so much he thought it would last forever and kill him in the process. 


He collapsed against the bed, trembling, Nicko lying against him and kissing his shoulders, his neck, up to coax 
him to turn his head and kiss his lips as he slid his cock out. 


"You liked that, love?" 


"Mm, yeah." 
"You'll want to take a shower. Waking up like that isn't the best experience." 
"Wow, you got that idea out without eight unrelated statements in the middle. I'm impressed." 


Nicko lightly swatted Tico's ass, chuckling. "You found the one way to shut me up. Give me twenty minutes and 
Ill be right as rain. Cheeky little shit” 


Tico opened his eyes just enough to see his head was resting on a chest, then closed them again and snuggled 
against the warm body next to him. Normally he would say he preferred holding to being held - actually, lately 
he'd more preferred tossing a girl a couple bucks for cab fare and falling asleep alone - but the strong arms 
around him and the warm skin against his was awfully nice. 

He opened his eyes again when Nicko shifted under him and yawned. "Mmm..mornin’, love." 


"Mornin." 


"Sleep okay? Ke-rist, l'm starving. Who do | have to fuck to get some food around here? l'm rich and famous, 


my fuckin’ breakfast should appear when l'm damn well ready for it. How you feelin?" 
"Fine. 

"You say that now. Try sitting up. 

Tico furrowed his brow, but pushed himself up and winced 

"Ow, fuck" 


Nicko smiled. "You'll be fine in a bit. But breakfast - who, what, where, when? Cor, but you're a cute little thing 
with bedhead. ‘Kin Hell, if | don't take a leak soon I'll be backed up permanently." 


Nicko slid out of bed and headed to the bathroom, Tico once again trying to filter through everything he'd 
bobbled. 


"I'm not Ite. l'm at least as old as you are." 


He scowled at Nicko, who grinned at him as he climbed back on top of him and kissed him. "Sensitive, eh? 
Instead of complaining you could have been ordering us breakfast. and yes, you're little - with the exception of 
a few important pieces - and if you whine about it again I'll switch to ‘tiny’. Good Lord, me stomach sounds like 


a bloody army of bears. ‘F | don't get somethin’ to eat soon l'm likely to fall over and die." 


He slid off the bed and went for the phone, leaving Tico's head swimming while he ordered breakfast. He was 
getting used to the feeling. 


"There we go. Ordered a little of everything. Hopefully not too little, | could eat enough to feed that army of 
bears. Bedhead suits you, love, you should swear off hair products for the rest of your life. Maiden's got a 
night off tonight, what about you blokes?" 


"Uh, we have a show. Can | use the phone?" 


Nicko nodded - Tico resisted the urge to make some kind of crack about him missing an opportunity to speak - 
and rolled off of him so he could get up. 


"Jon? No, | couldn't just come over, l'm not in my room. Yeah, yeah. I'll be at the arena on time. Yes, | know. 


Four. Yes, I'll be there. Goodbye, Jon. | said goodbye, Jon" He turned back to the bed. "Pushy little shit” 
Nicko laughed, one of those big booming laughs that Tico was rapidly growing to really, really like. 


Breakfast came, and they loaded up plates, sitting next to each other on the bed, stealing food from each 
other while they talked and laughed like they'd known each other for decades. 


"So how long are you blokes in town? We're here ‘til Friday, so that's, what, six days? Bit out of the ordinary, 
can't stay in one place too long, you know, might give us a chance to catch our bearings. Don't know what 
screw-up landed us here for more than ten minutes, but it's welcome. Gives me a bit of a chance to get 


settled in, feel less like l'm jus‘ getting shuttled around, yaknow? Anyway, how long?" 


"Uh - " Crap, how long what? Nicko made it awfully hard to keep track of what exactly he was being asked 
about. "We're flying out Saturday night after the show." 


"Bit of a rest for you too, then." 

"ltd be more of a rest if we weren't doing four shows. Why they felt the need to schedule four in the same 
goddamned place, | have no idea. But | guess it's nice to get a chance to settle in some place. Except that'll just 
make it more of a pain in the ass when it's time to go." 

"Good Lord, | didn't know you could talk that much all at once. I'm impressed, love. So the trick to getting you 
to talk is making you complain. I'll have to remember that one, | will. If you'd like, you're welcome to come back 
here after your show. Give us a bit more of a chance to get acquainted." 


"There's more to get acquainted with?" 


Nicko took Tico's empty plate and set it aside, rolling on top of him. Tico smiled and looped his arms around 


Nicko's neck, pulling him close. 


"Plenty, love. And we could get a nice head start right now." 


Nicko slid his arms around Tico's waist from behind, leaning over to nuzzle his neck and rest his chin on Tico's 


shoulder, looking out the window with him at a blank brick wall. 

"Cor, not much of a view, is it?" 

"What time are you leaving?" 

"Five. Couple hours from now. Then too many hours on a plane. Hopefully there'll be a nice cute stewardess to 
keep me company, eh? Me membership in the mile-high club is up for renewal. Or maybe | can catch up on me 
sleep, since some cute little bugger's been keeping me up every night." 


Tico smiled weakly. "I didn't hear you complain" 


"Mm, nothin’ to complain about, love. ltd be worth it even if | were to drop dead of exhaustion right where | 


stand" 


‘I'm gonna miss you." A lot. Somehow, over the course of just under a week, Nicko had turned into something 
other than a really good fuck for Tico. He had no idea if Nicko felt the same, and to be honest he was scared 
to ask He wasn't the kind of person who had a tendency to turn sex into an emotional thing when it wasn't, so 


these feelings were kind of scaring him. Not scaring him quite as much as knowing that it all ended when Nicko 


got in the car to head to the airport, though. 


"| don't see why you won't give me an itinerary or somethin’. We could have some bloody amazing 


intercontinental phone sex, you and |” 
'It won't exactly be hard for you to find someone to help you get your rocks off in the flesh, Nick" 


"No." Nicko paused, pressing a kiss just behind Tico's ear. "But that's not all I'd want to call you for, love. And 


none of those lovely people would be you, and that's important.” 


Tico wasn't sure whether he wanted to cheer because he had confirmation Nicko felt the same as he did, or 


cry because it didn't make one damn bit of difference. 
Stop it, he scolded himself. You're far too old for crushes. 


But did being too old for crushes mean he couldn't feel like this, or did it just mean that any time he did feel 
like this, it was most definitely something deeper? 


"You and | both know it doesn't matter if you have a list of places to reach me for the next ten years. 
Nothing's going to happen after you get on the plane. If we were ten years younger maybe we could pretend, 
convince ourselves a week in a hotel room could turn into something serious with only a set of phone numbers 


to keep it going. We're not, and it can't" 


Nicko sighed. "I know. Damn shame we had to meet like this eh? Don't get me wrong, | don't think I'd trade the 


last week for all the bloody tea in China. Just - more would have been nice." 
Tico nodded, leaning back against Nicko. He was really developing a fondness for being held like this. 


The silence was deafening. He couldn't think of a space of more than a few seconds when he was around Nicko 
without that voice babbling about God only knows what. To have him not talking now was unsettling, to say the 
least. 


"You're awfully quiet” 


"Apparently you found the other thing that shuts me up. You don't have a show tonight, do you? Want to 
come to the airport, see me off? Oh, and you're welcome to stay in the room ‘til you blokes leave tomorrow 
night. It is tomorrow night, right? | mean, all your stuffs here, | can just pop by the desk and extend the stay 
by a night. If you want, that is." 


"No show, sure I'll come with you, yeah it's tomorrow night, and I'd love to stay here." He was getting the hang 
of conversation with Nicko. Of course, the need for that particular skill would decrease significantly in about 


three hours. 


The airport was crowded, but security had managed to get the gate for the Maiden boys’ flight relatively 
people-free. Nicko glanced around to make sure they weren't being watched by anyone whose paycheck he 
couldn't influence, then slid his arms around Tico and leaned down to kiss him quickly. He let his lips slide over 


to Tico's ear. 
"Kin Hell, | knew I'd be glad | sat next to you." 


Then his lips were gone, his arms were gone. Tico watched the plane take off, and Nicko was gone. 


2005 


Author's Notes: 
| had an absolute ball writing Nicko. I'll be unspeakably happy if, in the future, | find more reasons to work him 
in. 


"Tico? Nicko McBrain." 


Tico's knees buckled and he grabbed the edge of the small table his answering machine was resting on. Fuck, 
he'd given up on getting this call. He'd been organizing a charity golf tournament - well, not organizing as much 
as he'd like, he came up with the idea and it had gotten swept right out of his hands - and had to make a list 


of any "celebrity" he knew who might have been interested. 


Nicko's name was written at the bottom of the list, a little crooked. Tico thought it looked obvious his hand had 
been shaking when he added it after twenty minutes of deliberation, but no one said anything. Not that they 


would, but for some reason he'd still been nervous when he handed over the sheet of paper. 


" - haven't been around, you know what it's like, always got me bloody running around like a chicken with me 
head cut off. Wonderful to hear from you again - well not you, your assistant or whoever the bloody Hell she 
was. You'll have to introduce me, I'd love to see if she's got a body to match that voice of hers. You're a man 
of taste, love. Where was |? Right, the charity thing. Know | missed the deadline for getting back to you ~- like | 
said, running around like the end of the goddamned world is approaching and the only way to prevent it is to 
keep Nicko McBrain well the fuck away from home. Love to take part, though, especially since there's a dinner 


involved. Never been one to turn down a good meal, have |? Give me a call back, love, let me know." 


Tico barely had the presence of mind to grab the notepad from next to the phone and scribble down the 
number Nicko gave. He dialed the phone, trying to pretend his hands weren't shaking. 


"Hullo?" 

"N - Nicko? It's Tico Torres." When did his mouth go so dry? Christ, he was worse than a little girl. 

"Tico! Fuck me, | was just thinking about you. Got me message, then? Cor, it's been ages How've you been?" 
"Fine, fine. You?" 


| could write three hundred bloody novels, love. Bet that'd rack up your phone bill nicely, eh? So, that 
tournament/ dinner thing of yours, sounds like a right party. sign me up!" 


"| - you're a little late." 


"Bah, what's a week or so between friends?" 
Friends? 


"Two weeks. And it's not - I'd love to have you, really. The hotels are all booked up, though, there's nowhere 
for you to stay." 


"Ah. Well, that's a damn shame. All right then, that's that. l'Il send you an autographed something-or-other for 
the auction, if you'd like. Have that assistant of yours with the voice call me again, eh? It was nice talking with 


you again, anyway." 

"You can stay at my place." Where the Hell did that come from? 
"Really? Hate to think I'd be putting you out.” 

"No, it wouldn't be a problem. There's plenty of room here." 


"Brilliant! Alright then, it's settled. Call me back with the who-what-when-where-whys, eh? Or have that 
assistant of yours call. ‘Kin Hell but she's got a voice on her. Wrong line of work, | say. She's make a killing 
working phone sex lines. Nice talking with you, Tico. Bit of a surprise to hear your name at the end of her 
message, but a bloody nice one. Call me back, I'll be around all week One blessed week of peace, all | asked. Think 


| was trying to get them to move the bloody Taj Mahal to me living room. Bye, love." 
And in a whirlwind of disjointed sentences, the phone clicked and Nicko was gone again. 


Tico let out his breath, stumbling to the living room on shaky legs. Memories came back to him in a rush that 
left him dizzy as he fell onto the couch. A late night in a bar, a week in a hotel room, feelings that never quite 
went away, as much as he wanted them to. Picking up the occasional heavy metal magazine when the right 
band was on the cover, bandmates teasing him because he didn't like metal, he liked jazz. Scolding himself time 
and time again for behaving like a little girl with a crush, for making more out of that week than there was to 


it, for not being able to let go. 


He'd bought tickets to a Maiden show once, but chickened out because he couldn't handle how rejected he knew 
he'd feel if Nicko didn't see him there. The tickets were in a box in his closet, with every metal magazine he'd 
ever bought. A secret shrine, a devoted attempt at time travel, hard evidence of his need to go back to a 
week almost 20 years ago when there was connection, there was peace, there was (and God, how he hated 
thinking this, because it was just a fucking week and it was just sex) love. Or the potential for it, at the very 
least. 


Years spent battling all that emotion away, years spent being scared of meeting someone else who he wanted 


(needed?) but couldn't have, leaving him to look cold and distant to the rest of the world 


And the source of all that was going to be living in his house for three or four days. This was probably not 
one of his better ideas. 


"Tico! ‘Kin Hell, it's good to see you." Tico reached out to shake Nicko's hand, but wound up pulled into a 
crushing hug, massive hands slapping his back just in case the force hadn't knocked all of the wind out of him. 


"Nick, | can't breathe." Nicko let go, grinning so widely it just about split his face apart. They made their way 
through the airport to the parking lot. "How was your flight?" 


"Oh bloody Hell, don't get me started. Turbulence or what have you practically the whole way. Shook so much | 
thought me balls'd pop out me throat. Cor, that would have been a sight. Forgot how short you were, love. 
Your hair looks good like that. Oh, and not a damned attractive stewardess in the bunch. Expect me to fly 
across an ocean without a single pleasant woman to look at - and maybe more than look, of course, if the 
opportunity presents itself gotta take it, | say." 


Tico shook his head, trying to clear it. He wasn't sure if Nicko had gotten more wordy, or if he'd just edited his 


memories to make Nicko a bit easier to get a handle on. 


" — and | told im he was nuts if he thought I'd do something like that, wasn't even offering me much money, 


ridiculous - " 


Tico tried to follow him, he really did, but truly listening to Nicko required the entirety of his brain power, and 
he had to focus at least a little attention on the road. 

" - a bloody llamd ‘Kin Hell, but | know some crazy people. Not that | don't love me mates, | do, but sometimes 
| wonder about ‘em. Oh bloody Hell, this is a nice place. Must've cost you a pretty penny. You live alone?" 


Tico nodded, opening the trunk and grabbing a couple of Nicko's bags. 


"Big place for one. Like your space, do you? Cor, but | know what that's like. Years on tour, get sick of blokes, 
when it's done you want to get as far the fuck away from people as you can. Ke-rist | could use a nap right 


now. 


"Here, your room's right down this hall" Tico led him in and dropped the bags, standing there awkwardly while 
Nicko looked around. What did he expect - did he even expect anything? Nicko hadn't shown a single sign of 
having put himself through the same shit Tico had been putting himself through, but maybe that was just 
Nicko. "Uh, the bathroom's through there. Make yourself at home, feel free to wander around later when you 
wake up, help yourself to the fridge or the tv or any drums you can find, if you like." 


Nicko flopped down on the bed, and Tico had a very strong urge to cross the room as fast as humanly 
possible and crawl on top of him. He clenched his fists and fought it hard. 


"Kin Hell, this is nice. You've got taste, | tell you, knew that from the moment | saw you. ‘Nicko', | said to 


meself, ‘this is a bloke with taste. Knows what he likes, and all that." 


"Yeah, uh, | guess. I've got a schedule for you, we can talk about it when you wake up. Or whenever. Uh, enjoy 


your nap." 


He turned and left, closing the door behind him. His mind was racing, heart pounding, mouth dry once again 


Fuck, maybe this had been a bad idea 
Stop it. Youre being ridiculous. You're a grown man, not a teenage girl with a crush 


No part of him actually responded to the admonition, though. With a sigh he wandered downstairs. 


They didn't talk about the schedule when Nicko woke up. Tico had left a copy out on the dining room table and 
locked himself in the back room with his drums. When he emerged, late that night, the schedule was gone and 
there was an empty plate in the sink. 


They didn't talk that night, or the next morning, or the next afternoon. Tico wasn't purposefully avoiding Nicko, 
or at least that's what he told himself. It was a big house, lots to do, their paths just weren't crossing. He 
wasn't deliberately taking the back stairs to avoid walking by the guest room, he hadn't switched to a 


completely random eating schedule to avoid meals with him, he wasn’t avoiding him. It was all coincidence. 

Then it was time to go to the big dinner, and he couldn't (accidentally, swear to God) avoid Nicko any more. 
“Alright, it's about twenty minutes away and - " Tico stopped dead in his tracks, Nicko was wearing a suit, hair 
spilling over his shoulders, having made the transition from Metal God to the very picture of Casual Elegance 
effortlessly. He looked amazing - Tico found himself strongly considering blowing off the dinner so he could do 
the same to Nicko. Fuck. 

"What? Bloody Hell, | didn't spill something on meself, did 1?" 


"No, | just - you look nice." 


"Ah, must be a shock, seeing as | look like a right pile of shit most of the time. Couldn't very well go to this in 


me ripped jeans, much as |'d like to. You gonna stand there staring or are we gonna go?" 


Nicko fell asleep almost as soon as he hit the passenger seat, surprising Tico. He'd gotten up and played (and 


that was an experience; Tico thought keeping up with him in conversation was hard, it was nothing compared to 


keeping up with his drumming) but not for that long, and he didn't seem the type to run out of energy like 
that. 


Tico kept stealing glances at him as he drove; face relaxed in sleep, dress shirt open a bit to cool him off, 
long-ago-discarded jacket tossed in the back somewhere. He wanted to reach over and run his fingers through 
Nicko's hair, watch him stir in his sleep before opening his eyes, blinking dazedly, smiling softly when he saw 
what had woken him up. 


Nope, can't do that. Both hands on the wheel, lke a good driver. 


He gripped the steering wheel tighter as the urge grew, knuckles turning white. The ride didn't end anywhere 
near soon enough. He shook Nicko awake and they headed into the house. As Nicko started up the stairs, he 


went into the kitchen to do some cleaning up. 


Tico thought he heard footsteps behind him, but chalked it up to paranoia. Maybe wishful thinking. Then there 
were hands on his shoulders, massive hands, and he was being turned around and pushed against the counter, 


and Nicko's mouth was on his. 

Oh fuck, yes. He wrapped his arms around Nicko, tangling his fingers in golden hair, moaning as a tongue pushed 
past his lips to explore him. Hands slid down to cup his ass, pull him tightly against that warm body, cock 
hardening in his jeans as it was pressed against the firm muscles in Nicko's leg. 

Reality came flooding back to him, and he pushed Nicko away. "No, no, no." he shook his head violently. 

"Teek, love, what's wrong?" 

"Not again. | can't do it again. You're leaving soon and - no. Not again" He pushed past Nicko and rushed down 


the hall to the back room with his drums, everything in him screaming to turn around and go right back to 
Nicko. But he couldn't, and he wouldn't. He couldn't do it all over again. 


The morning ride to the golf course was misery. Nicko was completely silent, staring out the window the entire 
time. He hadn't even given Tico a "good morning" or "nice day for golf" or anything. Tico relished peace and 


quiet, but not from Nicko. 


Thankfully, they didn't run into each other at all during the day. But as the sun set, the day drew to a close, 


Tico's stomach sank in anticipation of the ride back. 
They were barely out of the parking lot when Nicko broke the silence. "Tico?" 


"Hm?" 


| - what did you mean, ‘not again?" 


"| couldn't - | didn't - after the hotel room, | - there was something there, wasn't there? And it had to end, 
and | got that, but it still hurt when you had to fly away. And all this time - it never went away. It went on 
the back burner, | could ignore it, but it was always there. I've got magazines, and pictures, and - it's 
ridiculous. It was a week, it shouldn't have been anything, but it was. And its still something, because | never 
got past it, and | can't watch you fly away again if we spark it back up. So | can't - we can't - it just can't 
happen" 


"Twenty years is a long time to hold a candle, innit.” 


"Sorry. Christ, | must sound insane - ' 


Nicko shook his head and rested a hand on Tico's thigh. "| know exactly where you're coming from, love. Do you 
have any bloody idea how much crap | take for buying every bloody Bon Jovi album?" 


Tico glanced over at Nicko; their eyes met, twenty years flashed between them, and Tico sped the car up. 


Nicko groaned and tangled his fingers in Tico's hair, warm tongue teasing his nipple. Tico nibbled on the bud, 
sliding his lips across Nicko's chest to give the other one the same treatment, then kissed down his body. He 
slid his hands along Nicko's sides, down to grip his hips as he swirled his tongue around the leaking head of 


Nicko's cock. 


Nicko swore and thrust up, not getting very far against the hands holding him to the bed. Tico sucked the 
head into his mouth, then slid down along the length, bobbing his head up and down on the upper half. Nicko 
moaned and writhed beneath him, trying to arch up and get more of that heat around him. The taste and the 
feel of him were all Tico could focus on, cock throbbing as he sucked harder, drawing his tongue up the vein 
along the underside, feeling it pulse with Nicko's heartbeat. He groaned and took more in, relaxing his throat 
muscles and sliding down until his nose was pressed against Nicko's pubic hair. Nicko arched his back, fighting 


harder, desperate strangled noises torn from his throat as Tico swallowed around his cock. 


"Teek, love - oh Ke-ris/, do that again - if you want anything left to fuck you with, you - shit! - you better 
stop." 


Tico pulled away from Nicko's cock with one last lick to the head, sliding up to kiss Nicko and silence his groan 


of protest. 
"| don't have anything." 


"| do, in me bag." 


"Expecting this?" 
"Not exactly. It's like an American Express card. Never leave home without it, eh?" 


Tico grinned and rolled over so Nicko could get up and go down the hall to his room. He slid to the center of 


the bed, Toying with his erection while he waited. 


"Cor, now there's a sight to behold” He knelt on the bed between Tico's legs, coaxing him to spread them, 
leaning down to swipe his tongue over the dripping head as he slicked his fingers. 


Tico grunted and tensed as Nicko slid the tip of his finger in, forcing himself to relax. Nicko eased in, seeking 
out his prostate, grinning when Tico swore and arched his back clean off the bed. Tico moaned when Nicko 


added two more fingers, fucking him roughly, stretching him, making sure to brush against his prostate and 
leave him gasping for breath. 


"Nick, please - need you, need you, please - 


Nicko leaned down to kiss him, sliding his fingers out and pumping Tico's cock a couple times, pulling back and 


opening a condom. 

"You don't need it. | mean, | don't, if you do then wear it, but I'm okay." 
"You sure, love?" 

"If you're good, I'm good." 


He grinned and tossed it aside, moaning as he slicked up his cock. Tico held his breath as Nicko pushed inside 
him, slowly, giving him time to adjust. 


"Kin Hell, you're tight." 

"Never - no one else has fucked me." 

Nicko raised his eyebrows, smiling softly. "Ruined you for all other men, did |?" 

Any response Tico might have made died in his throat, replaced with "Oh FUCK, Nick!" as Nicko slid all the way 
in, reaching down to stroke his cock as he adjusted. Tico moaned and shifted his hips, letting the pain subside, 
the hand on his cock sending lightning through his veins. With a low groan, Nicko began to move, easing in and 


out, speeding up as Tico relaxed. 


"Nick, Nick, that's - good, good - more, oh, more - good, fuck - " He wrapped his legs around Nicko's waist, 
arms around his shoulders, pulling him down to kiss him greedily. 


He needed more - more of Nicko's tongue, more of his hands, more of that cock sliding in and out, filling him 
up, brushing his prostate and driving him insane. He thrust his hips, forcing Nicko to move faster, kissing him 
harder, moaning desperately into his mouth and around his tongue. Nicko matched his rhythm, pumping him 
faster, then he stiffened and nearly bit down on Tico's tongue, still thrusting as his balls tightened and emptied 


into Tico. 


Tico cried out and thrust his hips harder into Nicko's hand, his own orgasm ripping through him with an 
intensity he hadn't thought possible. 


Nicko rolled over and collapsed next to him, pulling Tico close to kiss him once more. 
"You little shit, you were gonna let me leave without doing that again" 
"Sh, if you don't mention it | can pretend you aren't leaving tomorrow." 


Nicko frowned at the look on Tico's face, then kissed the lines on his forehead, down his nose, kissing him lightly 
on the lips. When he pulled back, Tico was smiling. 


“Alright, love. Won't mention it again." 
"Good mornin’, love." 


Nicko's arms were around him, skin soft and warm against him, Nicko's scent filtering through the air. Good 


morning, indeed. 

"Mm, hey." 

"Now who do | have to fuck to get some breakfast around here? Bloody Hell, | could eat six horses. And I'll be 
damned, you're still a cute little thing with bedhead. Which way's the bathroom, love? I'd hate to ruin your 
sheets." 

Tico waved his arm in the general direction of the bathroom, sitting up enough so Nicko could slide out from 
under him. He flopped back against the pillows, nowhere near ready to get up. He breathed in deeply - the bed 
smelled like sex. Sex with Necko. 

Nicko climbed back in the bed, behind him, wrapping an arm around Tico and holding him close. 


"What time does your flight leave?" 


Nicko sighed. "Noon. Ish. But we're not supposed to be talking about it, so how about that breakfast? " 


Tico leaned against his car, watching Nicko walk toward him, arms laden with bags. He pushed himself up and 


went over to grab a couple. 
"Teek, I've been thinking.” 
"lll alert the press." 


A big booming laugh. God, Tico had missed that laugh. "Cheeky little shit. ! was thinking about - well, | don't 
have much going on for the next couple weeks. If | didn't leave today, it wouldn't be a crisis or anything. | 


mean, if you want me to stay - I'd like To stay, as long as | could. If | haven't worn out my welcome, that is." 


Tico sighed and turned to face him. "Nicko, putting it off is just gonna make it harder when you do have to 


leave." 


Nicko dropped his bags and pulled Tico in for a hug, kissing his forehead. "I don't ever have to leave, love, 


unless one of us wants it." 
"That's not true, and we both know it" 


‘Oh I'll have to leave your house, yes. Got to go back home eventually, or I'll end up with several very angry 


mates to answer to. But | don't have to leave" 
"| don't - Nicko, | - " 


If you want me to go, | will. 'm not trying to force myself on you, | just - if it's gonna hurt me to fly away, 
and itll hurt you watch me, why do it that way? Give us a couple weeks, time to build up something that can 


handle hectic schedules and an ocean between us. ‘Kin Hell, can't we at least give it a shot?" 


Tico frowned, looking away. It had hurt to watch Nicko leave after a week. It had hurt to know he had to leave 
after three days. Two weeks might kill him. Unless he was right, unless two weeks of all the time they needed 
or wanted together could make this work. And why was he so convinced it wasn't? Hell, why had he been so 
convinced one week wasn't enough? 


It had been his own fault that when Nicko got on the plane he flew out of Tico’s life instead of just flying out 
of town. He'd done this to himself, he'd decided to not give Nicko any way to get in touch with him, he'd been 
the one who made any relationship an impossibility. 


And now he was going to do it again? 


Tico turned back and leaned up to kiss Nicko on the nose. 


"Last one to the bedroom has to wash the sheets." 


Nicko grinned as Tico pulled out of his arms and took off towards the house, gathering up his bags and jogging 
after him. 


"Kin Hell," he muttered. "I knew I'd be glad | sat next to him." 


